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Sir P. How 's this!
Lady P. Why, in this habit, sir, you apprehend me: -Well, Master Would-be, this doth not become you; I had thought the odour, sir, of your good name Had been more precious to you; that you would
not
Have done this dire massacre on your honour; One of your gravity and rank besides! But knights, I see, care little for the oath They make to ladies; chiefly their own ladies.
Sir P. Now, by my spurs, the symbol of my knighthood. -
Per. Lord, how his brain is humbled for an oath!
Sir P. I reach you not.
Lady P. Right, sir, your policy May bear it through thus. Sir, a word with you. I would be loth to contest publicly With any gentlewoman, or to seem Froward or violent, as the courtier says; It comes too near rusticity in a lady, Which I would shun by all means; and however I may deserve from Master Would-be, yet To have one fair gentlewoman thus be made The unkind instrument to wrong another, And one she knows not, ay, and to persevere; In my poor judgement, is not warranted From being a solecism in our sex, If not in manners.
Per. How is this!
Sir P. Sweet macjam,
Come nearer to your aim.
Lady P. Marry and will, sir,
Since you provoke me with your impudence, And laughter of your light land-siren here, Your Sporus, your hermaphrodite -
Per. What's here?
Poetic fury, and historic storms!